WE thank Thee, Father, that Thy poet-heart,
Striving to set; in words Thy love for men,
Striving to tell to men the beauty and the joy
That dwell immortally in Thee,
Striving to show to men's dull eyes
Thy glory burning in Thy world
Chose thus the language of a Life,
Spake unto men in Man*
In Man, as these are, poor and desolate.
Full knowing all the aches of human wretchedness,
In hunger> thirst and weariness,
Misunderstood, reviled,
Buffeted, spat on, crucified*

Our God, we thank Thee for Thy Poem of that Life,

Thy word to men,
For this that sets eternally
Thy love. Thy beauty,
The splendour of Thy joy,
In speech for man,

Grant us the eyes, the, cars, the hearts,

To read that Poem, and to comprehend,

To hear that Word, and act on it,

In lives of humble, gallant service done for Thee,

In lives of joyful comradeship with Christ,
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